12 September 2015 



To Whom It May Concern at the Cambridge Public Library; 

Please accept these books for a somewhat delayed return. I know they were 
due back sometime towards the end of Barack Obama's first term as president. The 
explanation is thus. I was in a relationship for a year and the subsequent, terrible 
break-up left me with both a broken heart and a three-year aversion to the entire 
city of Cambridge. Two smoots across the Mass Ave Bridge and my legs would 
tremble and my bike tires inexplicably go flat. After the third time throwing up over 
the railing and onto an unsuspecting group of tourists kayaking in the waters below, 
it dawned on me: I could not physically return these books. Indeed it's only recently 
that I've begun to again fearlessly walk the grounds of Harvard Square, patron the 
bars of Massachusetts Avenue, or sit with my gay friends on Memorial Drive and 
watch the BU crew team work out before practice. 

After living in Boston for over seven years, I've accepted a job in Nashville, 

TN and will be moving by the end of the month. Alone in my apartment, staring into 
the heart of the cardboard box I stole from the liquor store dumpster, I fell to my 
knees and knew I couldn't in good conscious pack up these books. Making peace 
with my soul, I felt it finally time to humbly return these two volumes to the library 
from whence they came. 

Please accept my apology. I understand I've deprived an entire sea of like- 
minded knowledge seekers the opportunity to adopt the cynicism worthy of our 
dissolving constitutional republic, or to glimpse into the cocaine-addled mind of 
Sigmund Freud and learn about his influence on the depiction of sexuality in 
Modernist portraits of froofy Europeans. Without Freud the neurological imbalances 
of his female subjects might never have been written-off as orgasm-deprived 
hysteria. I learned that through these books and now someone else can, too. 

And it is with a wrenching heart that I return Arguably, Christopher Hitchens' 
collection of essays (Picture Harry Potter meets a cat video buffering in an 
abandoned hospital). The plot follows a rich white man sitting on his toilet of 
privilege speculating "Why Women Aren't Funny" and is nothing short of a MoMA 
exhibit. Without Arguably I'd just be another pre-enlightened woman floating in the 
uterus of drama. It might be too soon, but I would like to place a hold on this book. 

Thank you in advance for your understanding and forgiveness. Lastly, if you 
see the Boston Public Library anytime soon, tell them I consider my debts settled. 
They'll understand. 



Sincerely, 




Rachael Zerbato 




P.S. I'm also responsible for Eric Kandel's exceptional work The Age of Insight: The 
Quest to Understand the Unconscious in Art, Mind, and Brain, from Vienna 1900 to the 
Present. Unfortunately this book has been lost with time. However, please know the 
book enriched my life and provided me with a working knowledge of 20th century 
Austrian art, science and philosophy should that subject ever breach the dam of 
typical politically unhinged dinner party conversation. Again, I'm sorry. 




